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NEW SONG-S.- 


|, Giving au Account hew a *Squire fell in Love with 
2 young, Milk-maid, with an Account of the *Squire 
and the Milk-maid's walking in the Field together; 


ſhewing the Squire $Rudeneſs, and what: ndern 
. | 


How the Milk-maid left him for dead in the 
"F jelds, by a Wound the gave him with his Swerd 
(or his Lewdnefs: After his Wound was creſt and 
no. Danger appeared, he ſent for the Milk-maid and 
commended her tor what ſhe had done; and ſet the 


Day he would macry ber, which was done to both 
K's! SatisfaGions, 


III. The Careleſs Lover, with the Anſwer.. 
Iv. Ine youry Man's Complaint of unconſlant Na 
. A new G in Ptaiſe of a contented Mind 


„ . 4 
11 e D e 


The Virtuous lives ' Garland, Kc. An 
8 2 0 


Giving an Accent he u S youn owire ſell in Lore F 
with a young * &-maid. 


That Love it will creep where it date not to go. ( 
dung Cupid and Jenas together does play, 
One wounds, and the other ſteals poor Hearts Ra), 
Crying, Ab! ob! young Cupid, + 
4 to wornng a "Squire, 1 catches in a Snare 
For Love bas entangled 1 me I do declare. 


- nere was a young Squire in Bloomsbu ry-ſqaare, 

And many young Ladies that loved him dear, 

Vet all their Affections were nothing Mi ſaid, 

. For he was in Love with 8 ir- maie. 
Crying, Ab! ab! &c. ROW 


"When firſt he beheld h was on u May-dey, 
So neat aud fo ſweet, an 5 gallant and gay, 
She was c'oathed in White, th her Ribbons of Green, 
She look'd like fome Goddeſs or beautiful __ F. 


Di near you young layers, and lin let you know * 


Hhich made me cry, Ab! ab l. &c. 


Young Loyers you ſee that your Foxonedo, Bel 
That Gmpid tie wonnds both the High and the Low; Þ ur 
He makes zou ſubmit to his quiv'ring Strings. |} C 
He conquets the Hearts of both Fas. pd ow F. 
aan, them ory, Ab! ** * 


Sd was this youn S quiet of ter 5 rare B 
Both Capi and . were catch'd in e c The 
For Ven bad conquer d him with her 1weet Charms | For 
And Capid had wonnded hier in era, s Arms. Wh 

Cryrmg, AV ab Ke. — 1 
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Yeung Cupid, the What Boy, hath 9 me 1 
And Venas, his Mother, (he? ll not let me gas vital 
So that Pm entungled, young Lovers, vou ſee,” ;* 
There's nothing dut Death or true Love ſets us *. 

Crying, Ah! ab! &c. wy 


Pride and Ambition my Heart to enfoare Ty 
That tiere was no Lad with me could comp, 
But in my own Coin now I deeply am paid, are 
And Love hath entangled with 2 Milk-maid 

Crying, Ah" ab! &c. 


Voung Suſan, and Betty and beauiſul Kare, 
Theſe Ladies of Fame I have flighted of late, 
But ſince l have ſlighted them trapan'd I am; 


and caich'd in a 43.57 with our Milk- ama Iweet Nan 
Crying, Ab! 45! ' &c. | 1 


As he was making his pitiful Moan, | 61 
ſhe Damſel came by with a pretty ſoft Tone, 
Do you want any Milk, Mrs, Betey, ſhe ſaid, - 
Yes, yes, ſaid the 'Squire,. come in pretty Maid, 

Crying Ab. ab! acar Creature, /aid he, 

Proy vou. pity me Ian wounded you 654. 


Tbe Milkmaid's Arſwer. 


Orbeat, noble Squire, the Damſel we cry'd 
You are but in jet, lam well fatisty'd; 
Belides, there ate beattiful Ladies enow. 
but L am a poor Damſel brought vp from the Cow | 
Crying, ab! ab! youny "Squire, 
Forbear my Heart ta enſnare, 
Jam a poor Milk-matd, and vn a Squire. 


Beſides, noble 'Squire, 1 muſt tell you plain, 
There is no believing nor truſting young Men; 
For they will deceive us with their flattering T ongue 
When our Heaits they have enſnat'd, then from us they 

Which makes me to cry, young "Squire, &c, (run 


Ne er 


L 4 4 
Ne'er leave me, my Dear, V1) conflant remain, 
The Thoughts of falſe Love I ſcurn and diſdain ; nd 


May I bid all Pleaſure for ever adieu, \nd 
My Dear, if ever | prove falſe ynto you. he r 
Then do not cry, Ab! ab! KO. Cr 
With tender AﬀeQions the freely comply'd, 81 
Thou art my Jewel, the Squire he cry'd; lea 
Then into her Arms he like Lightning did fly, Up 
My Heart is your own, and ſhall be till I die. Ef 
Then do not cry, Ab! ab! &. 3h. C 


A Ring from his Finger he immediately took, 
And juſt in the Middle the fame he ſtralaht broke; 
Wit Hugging and Kiſſing in each other's Arms, 
1 bey both gte poſſeſ a with fweet tapiures of charms' 
Ceryisę, Ab! ab! &c. 7 I ; 


The very next Morning he went to her Rraight, 
Where a Piece of a Trayrdy 4 wall relate; He 
They both wenta Walking rowards Blark-mary*s HG 
Were with the poor Damſel the Squite grew bold, [An 


Crying, Ab! «hb! &c. Cry 
Well now, quoth the "Squire, tis but in vain, 
My Dear, 1 do burn with a ſecret Flame; Ne 
i heretore, my de2* Life* pray now grant me my will pr 
And Iwill prove conſtant co my Jewel (till, Ot 
Crying, Ab! ab! &c. | oy 


Which Bliſs, my dear Jewel, if you will grant, 
No coltly rich Nodes, nor no money ſhall want | 
And if that yon not, here iu this wide Field, IG. 


111 force you, and afterwards 1 will you kill. T1 
Crying bb! ah! &c. 114 


With tnat ſhe tell upon her bare Knees, 

And weeping, ſhe cry'd ont, Pray, Sir, pity me; 

Lou promis's me 1 ſhould be your Lawful Wife, 

P11 ne'er be Whore. I will firſt looſe my Lite. 
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The Damſe! Ong [triviuz, at Length ſhe got ftee 
nd catckh'd up his. Kapier there immediately: 
and with it the pierc'd the young” Squire through, 
hen Home to her Maſter like lightning ſhe flew. - 
Crying, Ah ab © young Squire, &e. 


She told him th- ſtory with tears in her eyes, 
ear Maſter 1 haye murder'd the, Squire, the cry'd: 
Upon my poor body be gew very bold, 

! left tim a bleedin in Black-mary's-bole. _ © 

Crying, Ab! ab: yourg* Lovers & 


bn leave her lamenting with pitiful Moin; 
Unto the young Spuite now will 1 return; 
Ins coach was got ready, and ſoon was brought Home, 
WF nd Surgeons We ſate ſent for to dreſt up his Wound, 
Crying. A6b\ ab! &, 


His wound being dreſt, and laid in his bed. 
te cull'd to His Servant, and thus to him faid, 
be Go ſeek tor that beautiful Damſel fo fair, 
19d, [Any body ſhe has wounded 


Crying, Ab! 6b! &. | 


„ T hey ſoon tound the Damſel as trembling ſhe'came, 
Ne'er tear my Dear Jewel, with me here remain; 
wil Che Woun4 that you gave me it was my own. Fault, 


Oh! let not the Rudeneſs remain in your thonght. 
Crying Aab! Nc. | . 4 


e 


t, 


„ bis Heart his enſnar'd. 


at, The Wound that you gave me, the Surgeons do ſay, 
nt JI ſoon will be well; therefore Deareft I pray, 
eld, Grant me but ſome Balſam to cure that great Smart 
g That now lies a bleeding upon my poor Heart. 
Crying, Ala! &c. | 

Forbear, noble, Squire, forbear, ſaid the, ' 
4; And make not your Paſtime of my Porerty. 
ife, 


The Wound that you gave me has pierced me through, 
e. May it Prove my Ruin if I prove untrue. 


Crying, Ab! ab! Kc. Wund 


39 
- With theſe Protefierions ſhe ſoon did comply, 
My Days will be happy, the' Squire did cry, He 
The Time was appointed, and marry*d they were, The 
The beautiful Milk-maid and the young Squire. The 


Crying. A 25! young Virgins you ſee, : 

If you it thons be, with right Honeſtly, s x 
ves mey be advenced to ſome high Degree, Th, 
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15 e Mordinp. when Beauty renew. l 
| Let mego where | will l haye Sweet hearts enough W. 
1 pipe and I tabor, I dance and | ing, 1h 
And I'll be as merry as the Birds in the Spring: I'h 
For while | am ſingle, I am ſree from ali Care, 5 


1 [ mind Love uo more then the Birds of the Air 4 


Dear Madam, my Love is entirely true, 
For if I could but gain that ſweet Favour ot you 
My Favour, kind Sir, you fhall never obtain 
Your Frown's ne'er (hall kill me with cruel Disdain: 
For while I am fingle, &c. 


value not Cupid, nor his fAair.ing Dart, 
1 bid, him Defiance, I will mind him no more; 
[ wiil bid nim Deftince, for wounding my Heart: ] 
will mind him no more then the Fiſh on the Shore, | 5h 
Fot white | am [ingle, I am free from all Care, A 
| And I mind Love #2 more than the Birds of the Air. Sh 


The Anſwer. aa 


Fl Maid talk no more fo, if Cupid ſhould wound Tt 
your Heart with his dart, he'll your ſenſes con foundy a 
And make you humble vnto Bow, ; 
Though you the Power Love did neve know: J 
Thew be met ſo fickle to cange like the Wind, 8 
Bus unto one Sweethecrs, always inclin'd. So 


1 


So pray now forbear, and do not disdain, 
Heli turn all your Pleaſure to Anguiſh and Pais; 
Though you rove and range like Birds in the 1 
The Birds with the young Men ate not to compate: 


Then be not fickle &c. 
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For if that you flight them, they'll enn you again; 
They*l) grieve at yuur pleaſure, and laugh at your Pain. 


And thus in fad Torments you rable about, 


n hopes every Day a new Love to find. out. 
Then be nat ſo fickle, &c. | \- W136 993% 3 


But young, Cupid's Arrow of — Steel, 
gh Win pierce you quite trough, you can't in 'concels. 
1ne Flames of your Love to ſuch Paſſion ww burk 


Then into DiftraQion ſoon alter you'll un. 
Then be not ſo fickle ta change as the Wind; 
Air 


in: ! gentle Cupid take my part, 
And pierce falle Naney to the Heart | 

That ſhe may feel the Grief and Wo, 

The Love of her I undergo. 71 


But now alas! with Grief 1 ſay, 
ce, [She ſtole my Heart and gone 'aftray; 
A thouſand Times to me ſhe fwore, 

Air. | She would be true for erer more. 


But let her feel the ragin Pain, 
The Love of ber l do füſtain; 


bund Then fure he will more gentle be 


döond 


And ſoon repent het Ct belt yr. 


4 


But unt one Sweethearts be always inclin'd. 


Laender Yy 
The young Man's Complaint of unconſtans Nan 
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But fince he wi no Pity take, * 41 14 HA 


I will go wauder Im her ber galls has 


So 


1˙11 


(8) 


ru rauge the Woods and ſhady Groves, 
| And did adien to my falſe Love, 88 


- Bur: fines ſhe is falſe'*xnom ! adore, 8 | 
n never love a Woman more; 8 
But on my Spinnet 11] ting and play, 

| = uy falſe Heart is gone x aſtray. 


Bede <2 (EI; 48 e D 
A New Song in Praiſe of 4 contented Mind. 


Glory 1: covet, no Riches 1 want, 
Ambition is nothing to ne; 4.2.54 
The ane thing 1 beg of k ind Heaven to fant, 
Is a Mind Indepeudeut and free.” 
IS a Mind Independent and fi ee. 


* 


Wh paſſion untuffled. ankles with Price, 
y reafoti my Life let me fquare; © 
The Wants of my Nature are chiefly Copply d, 
And the Reſt are but tolly and Care. | 


The Bieſſiugs which 'Þraviiewce freely has tear 
PI JuRly and.gratefaly-prize;\! | * 
While ſweet Meditation and ſolid Content, 

Shall make me doth 1 and wiſe. 


In the Pleaſures the great - Man's Poſſeſſion aufe, 
Unenvy'd P11 challange my Part: 
For every fait ObjeQ my Eyes can ſurvey 
Contributes to . my. Heart. 


How vainly thro 1e Fouble an and Cares 
The many their Labours Employ? - 
Since all that is truly delighttul in Life, 


All bat Slave, if they wil, may ___ 
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